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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
Don't really have anything to say on this one except | hope the readers enjoy it. 


Is written in the view of Tommy. 
Nothing all that mature in it except maybe a cuss word here and there. 


Leave a comment if you want! 


| sit there in that dark space with him curled up in my lap. He's shaking, terrified for his life. He's strung out 
again, thinks the world's out to get him and maybe they are. But, lim not and he knows l'm not, even if | have 
to remind him time and time again that I'm the good guy. 


He's kind of like a cat, untrusting of you at first and scared until he warms up to you and even still, you must 
gain that trust each and every time because that's just how he is. There's always some reason to have that 


guard of his up. 


But right now, as the world is coming down around him, he knows that l'am here to hold him, to help him 
through. He knows that in my arms, he is safe and nothing can hurt him.. | won't let it. 


So, he clings to me as if his life depends on it, which to him it does. l'm all he has left to his sanity. l'am his 


saving grace. 


But it hurts me to see him like this, to know he risks his life over and over. | want to hate him for it, 
honestly | do so then | wouldn't feel the need to come save him.. | wouldn't have to watch him slowly kill 


himself (or not so slowly at all with the rate he's going).. 


Then | think, well how can you hate someone who you love so much? | could never feel anything like that 
towards my dark angel, despite how he worries and pisses me off and despite the fact this is all wearing me 


down too. | still love him and at times, I'm not sure who needs the other more. 


| feel him jerk again in my grip. | sigh softly, tightening my hold around him. "Shh my love, you're safe." | coo 
to him as | stroke his matted up hair. A soft whimper leaves him but nothing more. His shivering is becoming 


less frequent though. He's starting to come down already. 


"Tommy." | hear him mutter. "Hm?" | respond in a low hum. "Thanks." It's barely a whisper but | hear it. He 
snuggles into my neck like a lost puppy then sighs almost contently, if a person coming down from smack can 


be content. Maybe that's just the effect | have on him though. 


| smile a small smile, looking down at the fragile human being in my embrace and | don't know why but it makes 
me want to cry. | want so many things.. | want the Nikki | first met to return back to me. | want to hear his 
laugh, see his smile and have it actually mean something.. But most of all, | want to tell him | love him and | 
want him to believe it.. To feel it and know that he's not alone in this. 


His breathing is starting to steady and he's no longer sweating in sheer paric. | lean back against the wall and 
close my eyes. I've been in this fucking closet for what seems like hours. My joints are stiff and my ass hurts 
from sitting too long. | want to move, bad. But, | don't. He needs me here so | suffer because i want him to 


know I'll always be here to pick him up when he falls, no matter what. 


"Thanks." He says again and it surprises me. It surprised me the first time but Sixx saying thanks a second 
time? Wow. Knowing him though, he's looking for something.. Approval, attention? | don't know. 


"Hey, no problem hun" | assure him and he relaxes in my arms. 


Its going to be a long night but I'll stay here with him for as long as he wants me too, because l'm the only 


one that can help him. I'm the one that cares for him most and I'm the one that loves him the deepest. 


